Germans beyond Germany
In earnest life, in cheerful song,
She noblest teaching gave,
To the bewildered orphan throng,
Now by the open, grave.
Calm were the words the father spoke,
As near his children pressed,
Yet, as if life-blood welled and broke
From out his wounded breast.
Rest then beneath these tranquil skies,
And we will never weep,
That here no Drachenfels doth rise,
Nor Oelberg's craggy steep !
That on thy grave no dew-drops gleam,
Nor twilight rays can shine
Where through the plain thy native stream
Rolls on to meet the Rhine.
Like soldiers in a fight we stand
To lay a comrade low,
As if upon this foreign land
Shot by some cruel foe.
Our exile is a battle-field, .
And thou the first to fall;
We have our cause, we cannot yield,
One hope, one aim, for all!
In England where the wild flowers bloom,
Thy honoured place shall be;;
.. No land, can claim to hold thy tomb
With dearer right than she I,   i ;